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Since Heaven that did our Nature firft create, 
Has fince ordain'd all Men muſt bend to Fate; 
So is it alſo by our Stars decreed, 

The Hero by the Force of War ſhall bleed. 
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To His EX CELLE NC 


* 
Lord CARTE RE =” 


Lord Lieutenant, "Gnas 


and General Governour 
of IRELAND. 


M ay it pleaſe Your - Excellency, : 
T is not without paying the 
greateſt Reſpect due to Your 
great Birth and Quality, that 


I 11 to lay this Tragedy, the 
A 3 = 


K. 


DEDICATION. 
firſt Fruits of my Labour, at Your 
Lordſhip's Feet, and at the ſame 
time beg Your noble Protection, 


to a Work ſo meanly perform'd. 
This memorable Battle, on which 
the Fate of Ireland then depend- 
ed, was fou ght on Sunday Fuly 


the 1 27h, 1691. The Effects of 


which, was the entire Subverſion 
of Popery and arbitrary Power; 
and, ſurely, an Action which ac- 


quir d ſo much Glory to the Eng- 


liſb Nation ought not to be for- 
got, when Matters of far lefs Mo- 


ment 


Wo 


DEDICATION. 

ment are dailyadapted to the Stage. 
This, my Lord, and Your Lord- 
ſhip's ſhining Character, embol- 
den'd me to undertake this Play, 
wherein the Honour of ſeveral of 
Your Lordſhip' s Countrymen are 
very nearly concerned: That Your 
Excellency may therefore, with 
Your illuſtrious Conſort and ſhi- 
ning Off. ſpring, be the laſting 
Glories of Poſterity, and ſhine 


in the remoteſt Annals of the 


Earth, to be a peculiar Patron 
to ſucceeding Ages, ſhall be the 


Prayers 


DEDICATION. 


Prayers of, my Lord, Your Ex- 


cellency s 


tz. E 


2 Obedient, 
H , 


* 
— — 
— 


and Devoted 


Faithful Servant, | 


Robert Aſhton. 


| 
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I. 


So 


Mr. Robert Aſbton, 


On his Play of the Battle of AUGHRIM. 


Hen Youth appears ſo ſoon in queſt of Fame, 
And as a Sportſman bravely meets his Aim, 

The Herd of Criticks for a Share contend, 

And find ſuch Faults they know not how to mend ; 

Whilſt as an Eagle ſoaring in the Sky, 

You dare their Spleen, and all their Rage defy. 

For, Sir, with greateſt Pleaſure I ſurvey 

Athens eclips'd by this your tragick Play; 

The Plot fo noble, and in every Line 

Both Wit and Eloquence peculiar ſhine. 

Here we may view how, in a crimſon Field, 

Britain's dread Sons taught France and Teague to yield, 

Withſtood their Fury in Hibernia's Cauſe, 

Then ſurely ſuch a Theme deſerves Applauſe ; 


For ſure you are alone, Fame juſtly ſays, 


The firſt Hibernian Bard who merits Bays: 

Then Aſhton never fear, the Chace purſue, 

Court her, ſhe flies from us, but yields to you; 
Embrace the Taſk, and in the End you'll find 
That Honour waits to crown a ſtudious Mind. 
'The amorous Lark, who firſt receives its Breath 
Within ſome verdant Turff low. on the Earth, 
Aſſuming Strength, her wanton Breaſt ſhe heaves, 
And from her Neſt the lofty Sky ſurveys, 

Then claps her Wings, and ſtrives to fly in vain, 
The little Songſter's forced to fall again; 

But ſtriving till, and taking better Care, 

She ſoars aloft, and mounts into the Air; 

So may you riſe with Fame, and ſtill excel, 


And your chief Glory be in writing well. 


ChARLES USsHER, T. C. D. 
PROLOGUE 


| 
| 
| 
| 


SES SIG u da aus auß · rd 
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E crave as, * Audience, Judges of the Age, 
Whilſt a renowned Story mounts our Stage; 
Heroick Deeds and Aughrim's glorious Fight, 
With War and Bloodſhed, ſwells our Scenes To-night. 
Never did Cæſar do an Action bolder, 
And was our Author but a little older, 


Not Pompey's Triumphs, nor great Scipio's Fame, 


Could once compare with glorious VWidiams Name: 
"Tis true, the Iriſh found it to their Coſt, 

They fought that Battle bravely which they loſt, 
Even like He&ors as for a Time they ſtood, 

And ere they run, they dy'd the Field in Blood; 
Not great Pharſalia, nor the Africk Coaſt, 

Could ever yet ſo great a Wonder boaſt 

But ſhould the Play fall ſhort, upon my Truth, 

You may impute it to our Author's Youth : 

Scarce tender twenty, faith a childiſh Age, 


Jo bring ſo great a Subject to the Stage. 


Then Criticks judge with Temper as you ſit, | 
Nor let not Malice over-rule your Wit, ; ; 


For if you do, by Fove we'll damn your Pit: 


Sit not like Dogs in Hay, prepar'd to damn, 


That will not eat, nor ſuffer thoſe who can; 


For ſure. you- would be bold, ſhould you pretend 
To damn a Play that CaRTERET will defend. 


Neo, | 


PROLOGUE. 


No, Criticks, rather firſt in Duty riſe, 
And ſpeak Lord Ca R TERRT's Virtues to the Skies; 

Let all our Cannon with their Smoke convey 

His ſhining Glories to the ambient Sea: 

O ſpeak his Fame to each remoteſt Iſle, 

To Euphrates, and the famous Nile, 

And may Hibernia long enjoy a Friend 1 
Like him, to ſhelter, govern, and defend. ll 
Now to the Ladies we ſubmit the Cauſe, + = 1] 
And from their Eyes expect to gain Applauſe 14 
For at the firſt our Author took a Care fl | N 
To find a little Love to pleaſe the Fair. 1 
Then, Ladies, pray do juſtice every way, 
Pity his Youth, and ſtrive to ſave his Play; 
But if it muſt be damn'd, why damn away. 


No, 


Sir Charles Godfrey, 
AY 

Temina; 

Luc z es, 


Perſons Repreſented. 


Baron de Oincle, 


Marquis Ruvigny, | 


General Talmaſb, 
General Mackay, 


Colonel Herbert, 
Colonel Earles, 


Monſieur Sz. Ruth, 


Sarsfield, Lord Lucan, ; Iriſh Generals. 


General Dorrington, 
Colonel T, albot, 


Colonel Gordon "_ | Iriſh Colonels. 


M E N. 
General of the Engliſb. 
5 Generals in the Engliſh Army: 


} Engliſh Colonels. 
- General of the Iriſh. 


A 2 Engliſh Gentleman of 


ortune, in Love with Colo- 


With Officers, Soldie ers, Aae, Guards, and At- 


nel Talbot's Daughter, and a 
Voluntier in the ib Army. 
VOMEN. A 
| Tru 
RENTS goes 
Colonel Talbots Daughter, Core 
come 
Wife to Colonel Herbert. A 


tendants. | 


SCENE, 


The Iriſh Gamp, near Athlone, 


THE 
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Battle of AU GHR ILA. 


0000000090 200000020000 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


SCENE, ACanp. 


Ve Play opens with 4 Martial Sound o/ Kettle Drums and 


Trumpets behind the SCE NES, cafter which the Curtain 
goes up and diſcovers St. Ruth, Lord Sarsfield, and Col. 
Gordon O' Neal, as ſitting in Council; they riſe and 
come forward. 1 ; | 


St. Rural. 


Rene brave Sar fiela, in our Camp we lye, 
And from our Lines the Britiſp Force defy, _ 
YT bbugh in their Cauſe both Durch and Danes do 
Joyn | | e 
o boaſt their dear bought * of the Boyn. 
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Next, Sir, to you, who do thoſe Succours bring. *[Bowing 


But Limerick, Galway, and ſtout Athlone, 


And like great Cats ſmile at Perſecution. 
* Page co ud * his native d 
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9 

From yonder Him, my Lord, I can ſurvey — 
Some great Rejoycing in their Camp To- day, be 
For in the Air 1 could behold afar _ But 
"Their Enſigns wavering in the Pomp of War, Or 
Their Cannon firing, and a Smoke ariſe, | 8 


As with their Acclamations reach the Skies. 

Believe me, Sir, theſe Whiggiſh Winds do bring 

Some lying Packet from their Orange King, 

The vicious. Allies do ſome Fort inveſt, 

Or elſe their Fleet has cannonaded Breſt; 

But let their Arms in Flanders fo proceed, 

By us the fam'd Hibernia ſhall be freed, 

Our Flower de Luce and Harp we will diſplay | 

To fright thoſe Wolves and Lyons Cubs away, . 13] 

Thoſe Nun-contemners, that — the Soil, 

And grow both fat and wanton with your Spoil 3 

For which great Lewis, anxious of the Land, 

Hath ſent me here your Army to command. 
Sars. We ſtand indebted to the Chriſtian King, 


Long may you live in martial Pomp to wield 

A Heroe s Sword, the Truncheon, or the Shield. 
You ſee our King and Race of Prieſts are ſent 
With all their Relicks into Baniſhment, 

Our State is ſunk; and now, on eve 7 ite 

The Pope and Triple-Crown are both eny'd. 

Our Foe the Metropolitan commands, 

And all the Power is wreſted from our Hands. 
No Garriſon we hold to call our . , 


Which you, my Lord, have ſeen from yondet VE? 
With Briziſh — quite beleaguer'd round, 
From whence our Letters ſay that every Morn 


They ſtand in Danger of a general Storm. St 


O Neal. Fear not, my Lord, but ſcorn the WIS 


When that brave Reman found. his aged Hand, 5 
4. 


| Again + 
[x 


| 
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Againſt himſelf the fatal Sword he drew, 
And with it pierc'd his guiltleſs Body through. 

Then let us, Sirs, like him diſdain to fly, 

But dig our Graves in Honour ere we die, 

Or like true honeſt Souls retrieve our Liberty. 


St. Ruth, There ſpoke the Genius of the Common- 


weal, | 
A thought ſo noble ſuits the great O* Neal; 
Thy Predeceſſors with Heroick Fame, 
Once quell'd Erthugiſes the haughty Dane, 
When he in Triumph lay encamp'd between 
The Hill of Tarah and the lofty Screen; 
They croſs'd the Boyn, and in the dead of Night 
Slew all his Guards, and put his Troops to flight, 
Lay'd ſome as Tygers weltring all in Gore, 
And drove the Remnant to their frozen Shore : 
Thus, like brave Souls, by one courageous Stroke 
Whey freed Hibernia from the Daniſh Joke. 
Then ſhall a Soul like yours be kept in Awe 

By England's Power, or their proud Naſſau? 

owing. No 


— ſtay — his Crown ſhall fall-— 
ay his Dominions moulder by degrees, 

\s Leaves in Autumm with' ring off the Trees. 

James (hall return, and with great Pomp reſtore 

Our Romiſh Worſhip to the Land once more, 

und .drown theſe Hereticts in crimſon Gore. 


e' ſtrip the Branches from their Orange Tree, 
Lop down his Bovghs, whilft this true 1-iſþ Hand 
Shall ſcourge thoſe Engliſh Vipers off the Land, 
hen ſhall our Monks and Teſuits all return, Bet 
ind holy Incenſe on our Altars burn, 
hoſe arduous Smoke hall penetrate the Air. 
| [A Horn ſounds within; 

I S:. Ra. Hark! a Poſt arrives who does ſome Meſſage 
1 R, bear. | | 5 EE, 

125 Enter a Pol. a 
4 | Po. With important News I from 4:blone am ſent, 

Pe pleas'd to ſhew me to the General's Tent. 

\ ain! | „ Sars. 


Wy 


Sars, When that Day comes, which I moſt wiſh to be, 
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Sars. Behold the General, there your Meſſage tel]. 
St. Ruth. Declare your Meſſage, are our Friends all well 
Poſt. Pardon me, Sir, the fatal News I bring, 

Like Vultures Poiſon, every Heart ſhall ſting. 
Athlone is loſt without your timely Aid, 

At fix this Morning an Aſſault was made, 

When under Shelter of the Br:irih Cannon, 

Their Grenadiers in Armour took the Shannon, 

Led by brave Captain Sandys, who with Fame 
Plung*d to his Middle in the rapid Stream : 

He led them through, and with undaunted Ire 

He gain'd the Bank in ſpight of all our Fire 
Being bravely follow'd by his Grenadiers, 
Though Bullets flew like Hail about their Ears, 
And by this time they enter uncontroul'd. 

St. Ruth. Dare all the force of England be ſo bold, 
T' attempt to ſtorm ſo brave a Town, when I 
With all Hibernia's Sons of War are nigh. 
Return; and if the Britains dare. purſue, 

Tell them St. Rach is near, and that will do. 


Pot. Your Aid would do much better than your Name, 


St. Ruth. Bear back this Anſwer, Friend, from whenc 
vou came. T a | 


Sars. Send ſpeedy Succours and their Fate prevent, 
You know not yet what Britains dare attempt. 
1 know the Engliſh Fortitude is ſuch, 
To boaſt of nothing, though they hazard much. 
No force on Earth their Fury can repel, 
Nor would they fly from all the Devils in Hell. 
St. N N no more, my Lord, but pray f 
ar, 
I will not aid them by my Name I ſwear; 
Tis but a Scoff, a Ridicule to try, 
Would I outbrave em in the Victory. 
Dare Britiſh Force attempt to make them yield, 
When as the Sultan I command the Field. 
Sars. Boaſt not, my Lord, but rather take a View 
Of what thoſe Britains did in France ſubdue, 


[Exit Pi 
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Pronounce your Thoughts, ſay, ſhall we aid Aeblone? 


Shot from a Thunder-bolt, it pierc'd my Heart 


And now for ſhelter to the Camp they come. 


Haſte, order my Guards to march and beat em out, 
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gee what their Edward did on Creſſey Plain, | bl 
Or where at Poictiers he the Field did gain; 
Then tell me would thoſe Britains fear your Name, | 
Though I'm their Foe, I muſt eſpouſe to far 
The Englihh Honour, in the Feats of War; £ 
To ſay with Glory they would rather die, | 
E're they with Shame would from a Million fly, 


Enter Colonel Talbot. 


St. Ruth. Brave Colonel Talbot, thy victorious Hand, 
Nurtur'd in Arts of War, can beſt command, 
Thou Iriſh Scipio, let your Word atone, 


Talbot. Pardon me, Sir, I fear it's paſt your Aid, 

For from a riſing Ground I now furvey'd 

The Britiſh Standard on the Walls diſplay'd, 

No farther Confirmation need you crave, 

That Town 1s loſt which you deny to ſave. 
Sars Now, ſee, my Lord, what Engliſh Hearts can do. 
St Ruth. They dare not, Sir, the News cannot be true. 
Talb. Tis true, by Heaven! you'll find it to your Loſs, 

I ſeen the Walls o'erſpread with George's Croſs, 

And with Remorſe, juſt as a pointed Dart 


This I beheld, and heard their Cannon roar, 
I turn'd my Back, and would behold no more. 


Enter Major General Dorrington. 
Dor. Misfortune, Death, and Horror! Oh, the Grief! 


Athlone is loſt, and now is paſt Relief. 
The flying Soldiers from the Town do run, 


St. Ruth. Then it is ſurely taken paſt a Doubt, 


Sars. Eaſily (aid, could they as ſoon obey, 1 
We'd make the Scellums for their Entrance pay; þ 

But yet I fear, in an unlucky Hour, , 
They will not fly irom you, nor all your Power, 


— — x 
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Dor. The Works that face our Camp are yet entire 
And now their Guns againſt our Tents do fire * 
Except we ſtraight decamp by your Command, 
There's not a Tent in all our Lines can ſtand, 

St. Ruth, Then loiter not but ſound to Arms on ſight, 
Decamp and march, to Milton paſs to- Night, | 
And in good order all to Aughrim fly, 
For there's the Spot on which I'Il chuſe to die, 

Or by the dint of Sword my Fortune try. 
Haſte, ſee the Tents ſtruck with Care, and all things done, 
And draw them off without the beat of Drum. N 

| [Exeunt Dorrington, Talbot and O' Neal. 

Sar. Be calm my Soul, the ſwelling Spleen aſſwage, 

And curb the boyling Madneſs of my Rage; 
Now let the Earth be in a Chaos hurl'd, | 
Whilſt Earthquakes riſe and overthrow the World, 
Let gloomy Vapours veil the duſky Air, 

And let all Mankind fink beneath Deſpair, 


Let Sol and Cynthia now withdraw their Light, 
And let the Stars no longer rule the Night, | N 


But let the Courſe of Nature be extinguiſh'd quite. 

Oh Heavens! Athlone is loft, that lovely Seat, 

The Pride of Empire, and the Throne of State, 

Thy Sons are ſlaughter'd, and thy Walls betray'd, 

Becauſe that Traytor would not ſend thee Aid; 

But I'll revenge the Wrong, and he ſhall fall, 

The Crime is great, though the Revenge is ſmall. 
[Dr aws, 


| Come, draw —— and let your Sword afford your Heart 


Relief. 
St. Ruth. Conſider, Sarsfield, T am here your Chief. 
Your Country's Ruin would attend our Strife. 
Sars. No Thought but that alone, could fave your Life 
| oy T: suts up. 
That binds my Sword, or by the Lord, I (wear, 
Id fend your Soul to wallow in Deſpair. 
St. Ruth. You'd ſend my Soul! there I conjure you hold, 


For know, proud Traytor, you are now too bold; 


Deteſted from my Camp you ſhall be driven, 
Without the hopes of fiading Aid from Heaven. 


Sarss 


j 


1 four Lord Lucan has forſook our _ 
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Sars, You dare not drive me, nor I wont obey. 

Yet know, curſt Mongrel, here I will not ſtay ; 

Fl] quit your Camp, then ſhall you ſurely find, 

There's not an 1rijþ Soul will ſtay behind. 

Then with the Remnant of my choſen Band, 

I'll drive your Frog Devourers off the Land, 

My Eyes like Baſaliſſs ſhall dart you through, 

Then will I next the Britiſh Powers ſubdue 

Without your Aid, I will their Force defeat, 

To free my Country, and my loft Eſtate: | 

Mean while, let Vengeance, War and publick Shame, 

Trace your damn'd elf, your Country and your Name. 
[Exit. 


St. Ruth ſolus. 


St. Ruth. Inſulted, and abandon'd ! Oh ye Gods! 
Did ever Man meet ſuch unequal Odds ! 
Sent by my King to ſave a ſtubborn Crew, 
Who with Perdition would my Lite purſue. 
But hold my Heart, diſpel theſe timerous Fears, 
For lo, O' Neal, and Dorrington appears. 


Enter Dorrington, Talbot aud O' Neal. 


O' Neal. Your Orders are obey'd, my Lord, the Right 
Detachment of your Horle is out of ſight, Hs 
Your Left, the Centre, and the Royal Train, 

Are on their March, and have forſook the Plain. 

St. Ruth. Succeis attend 'em, but, O' Neal, I fear 
The boiſterous Surges of our Fate are near, ED 
A gleam of Horrour does my Vitals damp, 


O' Neal. Great Heaven forbid ! the Hero ſhould deſert, 
The Thought like Lightning blaſts me to the Heart. 


As I rode through our Lines to move this way, 


He marſhall'd forth his Troops in bright Array, 


And with a Smile, which ſpoke his inward Worth, 


He boldly bid them ſpread his Banners forth: 
This, 


20 be Batth of Aughrim: Or, 


This, Sir, I heard; then next his Sword he drew, 

Mounted his Steed, and bid them all purſue 

Their Country's Freedom, and its Soil redeem 

From ſervile Bonds — But when he found J. ſeen 

His forward Inclinations every way, 

He waved his Arm aloft, and bid me ſtay 

To join his Party, Time will ſhew the reſt. 
St. Ruth Thy News, like ruſhing Torrents, have de- 
luged my Breaſt, . | 

But haſte, O' Neal, my friend, and overtake 

His raſh Reſolves, and, for thy Country's ſake, 

To his great Breiſt the threatning danger ſhow, 

Entreat him, nay, beſeech him not to go, 

Bring him to Aughrim, and if you prevail, 

When we are join'd, we will our Foes aſſail. 

Do this, brave Friend, with Eloquence on fight, 

Whilſt in the Rear I ſhall make good our flight. 

Exeunt St. Ruth, Dorrington and O' Neal. 


Colonel Talbot ſolus. 


Talbot. Should he deſert, ye Powers! I will not ſtay; 
But like Lord Syphax bear my Troops away, 
Confound the Booger e're I do retire, 
And ſet Olympus on a flame of Fire, 
For ſure the Gods our Ruin do decree. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey. 


Sir Chu. By the Account ſhe gave, this muſt be he. 
[Afrae. 


Behold a Stranger kneels and humbly prays 
| [ Kneels, 


That you would add ſome Moments to his Days. 
Tal. Wrap me not in Confuſion, but explain 
Your Wrongs, young Soldier, and from whence you 
came. | | | 


Sir Cha. My Heart, enſnar'd by Love, does inward bleed, 
Tal, 


If Talbot is your Name, I will proceed. 


The Fall of Monfieur St. Ruth. 21 
Tal. Strange Youth, it is — ariſe, and pray diſcloſe 
| | | [ He riſes. 
With free Acceſs the Author of your Woes. 
Sir Cha. Then, Sir, to tell you all my final Caſe, 
I am a Britain of a Saxon Race; f 
Sir Charles Godfrey is my lawful Name, 
My Father, in our late great Monarch's Reign, 
Was by a Band of Villains baſely flain. 
He being dead, I was of Friends bereft, 
One virtuous Siſter only had I left, 
And ſhe is wedded, as I needs muſt own, 
To Colonel Herbert, now before Athlone. 
Thither was I going, when by chance I ſpy d 
Thy Daughter ſitting by a Foreſt ſide : . 
I ſtood amaz'd, and view'd her o'er and o'er, 
And as I view'd, alas! Ilov'd the more. 
She ſeem'd ſo charming to my raviſh'd Eyes, 
That mighty Juno hovering from the Skies, 
Drawn by ber Peacocks through the liquid Air, 
Muſt yield her Throne to one ſo killing fair. 


Tal. Eloquence well tun'd: Young Marcus, what re- 


mains ? 


Sir Cha. Her beauteous Charms have ſet my Heart on 


Flames, 
When on my Knees I did for Mercy ſue, 
Her Anſwer was, I muſt appeal to you. 
Then, noble Sir, if Mercy is confin'd 
Within the Dictates of a Warrior's Mind, 
Impower this Sword to ſerve her heavenly Charms, 
PI] court her in the Field by Deeds of Arms, 


In ſpight of Death, or all its loud Alarms. 


Tal. Thy Suit ſhall be accepted, gallant Youth, 

Let me inform our General St. Ruth. 

If he receives you, then I pawn my Oath, 

Win her, ſhe ſhall be yours, and bleis you both. 
Sir Cha. How ſhall my Gratitude reward your Care? 
Tal, Follow to Aughrim, for we ſtand it there: 

By Force of War make good your rightful Claim, 


And Wreaths of Lawrel for our Monarch gain, | 5 | 
| | ir 
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Sir.-Cha. Now, like the Mariner, I leave the Shore, 


And put to Sea in ſearch of golden Oar, 


Though boiſterous Surges plough the troubled Main, 
Midſt Rocks and Tempeſts, and at laſt attain 
A Bay of Love, and Pleaſure for my Pain, | 

| | [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Hu, ACT. 
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ACT 


ACT l. SCENE L 


Þ 


SCENE, The Plain of Aughrim at five in the Morning. 


The Iriſh Camp and the Caſtle of Aughrim appearing at 4 


Diſtance. 


Enter Jemina, who fits down and fings. 
: 


E Gods, look down and ſee a Maid, 
By cruel Fortune thus betray'd, 
A Sacrifice to Fate: 
A Youth I love, and he is brave, 
Like mighty Mars, ordain'd to ſave, 
But yet to captivate. 


II. 


Come all ye Nymphs, who ever knew 
What Cupid or his Dart ccal do, 
Give Ear unto my Moan ; 

Pity my Pain, ye Maids, and know 

I love, but cannot tell him fo, 
Then melt each Heart of Stone, 


III. 


Immortal Gods, ſome Pity ſhow 
On conflant Lowers here below, 
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| Whom Dangers do ſurround, 
Let them at laſt, when all is clear, 
Exjoy their Lowe and only Dear; 
And let their Joys abound. 


IV. 


But if the Powers do decree 

That I muſt loſe my Liberty, 
Diſtracted will I run, 

To ſeek ſome diſmal fatal Grove, 

There fall a Victim for my Love, 
And ſo be quite undone. 


[She riſes and comes forward. 


Hail, ſweet Hibernia, hoſpitable Iſle, 
More rich than Egypt with her flowing Nile; 
Fair Garden of the Earth, thy fragrant Plains 
Are Seats of War; and a ſweet purling Streams 
All run with Blood, and Vengeance ſeems to trace 
The ſhining Remnant of Hibernia's Race. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey. 


Sir Cha. See how fair Venus, like the breaking Morn, 
With Virgin Bluſhes does the Plains adorn, | 
The gleamy Damps of Night ſhe does controul, 
And darts her Rays to cheer my drooping Soul. 
Oh! my Jemina, liſten whilſt I ſay 0 
The News I bring ſhall bleſs the breaking Day; 
Apollo riſes from his Eaſtern Seat 0 | 
To crown thoſe Joys my Tongue can ſcarce repeat. 
Jem. What Joy is this, Sir Knight, you would impart ? 
Sir Cha. Such as has rais'd a Sun-ſhine in my Heart. 
Thy gallant Sire has granted all thy Charms, 
With all thy Heavens, to theſe tranſported Arms. 
Tem. Oh! name not Joys like theſe for Heaven's ſake, 


What, is not Love, nay, Fortune, both at Stake? 
You 
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You ſee my Country's Fate reduc'd ſo low, 94 
To try a Gameſter's Chance for one poor Throw. 

Sir Cha. Let not a Thought ſo vain as this perplex 


The brighteſt Star of all thy beauteous Sex 
For it your Country ſhould in Danger be, 


By Heaven! I ſwear, I'd die to ſet it free: 


Inſpir'd by you, Fd ruſh againſt my fate, 

Like Saladine, and all your foes defeat. . 
Then, faireſt on the Earth, do not deſpair, 7 
For Heaven, who form'd you fo divinely fair, 

Will make your Safety its peculiar Care. 

Jem. Forbear, Sir Knight, the Language I deteſt , 
Could Thoughts like theſe enflame a Virgin's Breaſt 
At this ſad Time, when Love's auſpicious Charms 
Are all declin'd for martial Deeds of Arms? 

And at my throbbing Heart there's ſomething too 
Whiſpers within, that Men are ſeldom true. 

Sir Cha, 125 with me, ye Gods! who rule the 

, Bliy;*- -- 
How far my Nature is beyond a Lie; 

If I diſſemble, may I ever be 

A ſad Example to Poſterity ! 

When firſt your fair angelick Form I view'd, | 
The God of Love my Liberty ſubdu'd, 
From your fair Eyes he ſtole a fatal Dart, 
And ſheath'd it reeking in my captive Heart; 
Nothing therefore can end my raging Pain, 
Unleſs for Love you grant me Love again 
For if you do my fervent Suit deny, 

I like the Phenix in my Neſt will try, 
Till cruel Death ſhall finiſh all the Strife, 

And I in ſcorching Flames give up my Life 
Then as my Ghoſt to Paradiſe ſhall go, 

I'll praiſe that Heaven in you I leave below, 

Jem. Can Flattery like this proceed from one 
Whom all my Thoughts are ſolely fix d upon? 

Your Eloquence divine my Heart does move, 

And now, in ſpite of Virtue, I mult love. 

Here, take my Hand; *tis true, the Gift is ſmall, 
But, when I can, VI! give 123 Heart and all. 


4 


Sir 
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Sir Cha. Thanks to the Gods! who ſuch a Preſent 


ave, 
Such radiant Graces ne'er could Man receive ; | 
For who on Earth has &er ſuch Tranſports known? 
What is the Turkiſh Monarch on his Throne, 
Hem'd round with ruſty Swords in pompous State ? 
Amidſt his Court no Joys can be ſo great. 

Retire with me, my Soul, no longer ſtay 


In _ View, the General moves this way. [Exeunt, 
[4 Fhouriſh of Trumpets within, | 


Enter St. Ruth, Dorrington „ and O' Neal. 


St. Ruth. Is Sarsfield then return d? O bleſs the Day! 
Draw out our Troops to line the Heroe's Way; 
Amidſt our Shouts in Triumph ſhall he come, 


Like great Emilius, when he enter'd Rome 


In Pomp, bedew'd with Macedonian Tears. 
Dor. Behold, my Lord, Sarsfeld the brave — 5 


Enter Sarsfield. 


St. Ruth. Now ſtand, Diſtraction! here thy . 
ends. Embracing. 
Thrice welcome to my Heart, thou beſt of Friends, 
The Rock on which our holy Faith depends: 
May this our Meeting, as a Tempeſt, make 
The vaſt Foundation of Britannia ſhake, 
Tear up their Orange Plants, and overwhelm 
The ſtrongeſt Bulwarks of the Britiſh Realm! 
Then ſhall their Dutch and Hanoverians fall, 
And James ſhall ride in Triumph to White- ball. 
Then, to protect our Faith, we will maintain 
An Inquiſition here, like that i in Spain. 
Sars. Moſt bravely Fg bn „my Lord; your Skill, I own, 
Would be unparallell'd, had you ſav'd Athlone. 
St. Ruth, Probe not thoſe Wounds anew, leſt they create 
Some freſh Commotions, to draw on our Fate; 
But rather let us ſome Example ſliew, 


And iſſue ſorth on the i imperious Foe, 


Who 
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Who now comes on, like ſwelling Waves, who roar 
To daſh on Rocks, and break againſt the Shore. 
The lateſt Letters from my Spies do ſay, 
That near the River Suck the Britous lay, 
Secur'd of Conqueſt, and will hither come, 
Like boiſterous Surges, guided by the Moon. 

Dor. There fear em not, whilſt here we lie ſecure, 
As ever Guiſcard lay in great Namure. 
You ſee, my Lords, our Camp on every Side 
Is both by Art and Nature fortify'd; | 
For Situation, not a Spot of Ground 
Like this in all Hibernia can be found. 

| [An Alarm within. 


Enter Colonel Talbot haſtily. 


Tal. To Arms, my Friends! the Englifh are in Sight, 
And, in Contempt of Death, reſolve to fight; 
Deſpiſing Fear, like Furies they advance, 
In open War, to dare the Power of France; 
Their echoing Shouts the pregnant Vallies fill, 
And all our Works are levell'd on the Hill; 
Our Scouts no longer at their Poſts can ſtay, 
But fall like Snow that gently thaws away. | 
St. Ruth. Be it your Care to march with preſent Aid. 
Tal. Your Orders, Sir, with Speed ſhall be obey'd. 
xe __ [Draws his Sword, and Exit. 


[Drums beat within. 


Se. Ruth Come, let us arm, my Friends, and at the 
Head 
Of every Regiment let a Maſs be ſaid ; 
Draw forth our Army in the beſt Array, 


Jo try the Fortune of this doubtful ge 
Fear, 


For ſure theſe Englif Scellums, void o 

Deſign to force our Lines, and fight us here; 
But ſhould they come, their each victorious band 
Shall fall like Wheat before a Reaper's Hand. 
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Dor. But firſt, my Lord, I hold it beſt, that we 
Oa Killommeden poſt our Cavalry. 
Behind theſe Hedges let ſome Forces ſtand, 
That may the Centre of the Bog command 
Then ſhall we ſee, for all their great Deſigns, 
It 1 himſelf dare force our Lines. 


[A ſecond Alarm within. 
Enter Sir - Charles Godlrey, his Sword drawn and bloody. 


Sir Cha. Arm, quickly arm, why ſtand ye loitering 


bere 
In cold Debates, the conquering Foe is near. 
Brave Cunningham's Dragoons, Sir Albert at their Head, 
Have pav'd the Field all over with the Dead; 
Before the gallint Knight no Force could ſtand, 
But all ſubmitted to his mighty Hand. 
More could I ſay, but Horror ſtops my. Speech. 
St. _ . Nay, tell out the worſt, young Soldier, I be- 
eech 
Sir Cha. Alas! m Heart, I tremble to explain 3 
But ſince I muſt — To lbot the great 1s ſlain. 
Lord Portland's Horſe approach'd. the mortal Fight 
With Sword in Hand, and. put our Troops to Flight: 
This Talbot ſeen, and, like a Hero bold, 
Diſdaining Life, he ſcorn'd. to be controul'd, 
But, as a Mars, amidſt the Throng he run, 
And there he ſtood like Marble to the Sun, 
Till being flank'd and hack'd on every Side, 
By Multitudes oppreſs'd, he bravely dy'd: 
I ſtrove in vain, and by his Side I Rood, _ 
Till, as you ſee, I dy'd my Sword in Blood. | 
Sears. There fell as brave a Soul, with Honour fir'd, 
As ever yet by Force of War expir'd: 
Then fly to Arms, and, for his Sake who dy'd, 
Purſue and charge the Foe on every Side. 
S:. or" Then loiter not, but ſound to Arms with 
* , Speed, 
And for his Sale ten thouland Fer ſhall bleed; 
| Vengeance 
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Vengeance and War, their Legions ſhall devour: ' 
Achlone was ſweet, but Augh:im ſhall be four. 
But to defeat them, with more eafe, I ſee, 
*Tis beſt we guard the Paſs of Urarchree : 
Then haſte, O' Neal, and ſee the Caſtle lin'd 
With Muſqueteers, as we before deſign'd; 
Draw up your Troops, in order to ſuſtain 
The Briton's Fire, and their Ground maintain. 
You know, my Heroes, I have oft embru'd 
Theſe Hands in Blood, and Hereſy ſubdu'd, 
So, on this Day, Rome's Banners (hall be ſpread, 
To ſend thefe Locuſts reeling to the Dead. | 
9 Our Church fhall bleſs you, and her Saints ſhall pray 
N That we may gain the Glory of the Day. 
Lewis ſhall | ayer you, I myſelf will wield 
This Sword, and ſweep: thoſe Vermin off the Field: 


be- | [Excunt. 


[Drums and Trumpets within. | 


Enter ſeveral Soldiers bearing the Body of Co- 
lonel Talbot on their Shoulders, they lay him 
bloody on the Stage. | 


Enter Jemina. 


4 1 


* 
2 
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Jem. Oh! is he Dead! my Soul is all 
on fire, 78 8 1 
Witneſs ye Gods! — he did with Fame expire; 
For Liberty —— a Sacrifice was made, 


And fell, like Pompey, by ſome Villain's Blade. 
There lies a breathleſs Corps, whoſe Soul ne'er knew 
A Thought, but what was always juſt and true. 

ith Look down from Heaven, ye Gods of Peace and Love, 
Waſt him, with Triumph, to the Thrones a Je 3 
And, oh! ye winged Guardians of the Skies, 


ce Tune your ſweet Harps, and ſing his Obſequies ! ; j1 
C3 * 
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Good Friends ſtand off — whilſt I embrace the Ground 


at 
Whereon he lyes — and bathe each mortal Wound ps 
With briniſh Tears, that like to Torrents run oe To 
From theſe ſad Eyes — Ob, Heavens! I'm undone. | 
| ' [Falls aown on the Body. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey. He raiſes her. 
Sir Cha. Why do theſe precious Eyes, like Fountains 


flow, | 
To drown the radiant Heaven that lies below ? 
Dry up your Tears, I truſt his Soul, ere this, 
Has reach'd the Manſions of eternal Bliis: 
Soldiers — bear hence the Body out of ſight. | 
[They bear him off. 
Jem. Oh ſtay — ye Murd'rers, ceaſe to kill me quite: 
| { . | He holds her. 
See how he glares! —and ſee again he flies! | 
The Clouds fly open, and he mounts the Skies ! 
Oh ſee his Blood, it ſhines refulgent bright, 
I ſee him yet — I cannot loſe him quite, 
But (till purſue him on — and loſe my Sight. : 
Sir Cha. Patience, my Soul, diipel theſe guſhing Tears, 
For ſee your Godfrey by your Side appears. 
Jem. Tis true thy Sight is, at this fatal time, 
Welcome as Rain upon a Sun-burn'd Clime : 
But, oh! my Grief I need no more diſcloſe, 
You ſee the mangled Cauſe of all my Woes. 
Sir Cha. I ſaw him plain, that is no Cauſe at all; 
For though he dy'd, he did with Honour fall : 
Though Hike the Sun, when darken'd by a Cloud, 
You for z while your beauteous Beams do ſhroud, 
But when th? Eclipſe is piſt, and Darkneſs o'er, 
You ſhine much brighter than you did before, 
Thou fair Diana! — retire with me this Way, 
View. there our Army, drawn in Pomp array, 
Amidſt their Ranks, inſpir'd by you, Pll fly, 
So underiÞzath thy Banners bravely die: 
But ſhould I fall beneath the Force of Arms, 
Let no proud Victor dare to ſhare your Charms, 


Rather 
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Rather firſt find me weltring wtih the Slain, 
Let thy Blood too, like Dew, enrich the Plain, 
To mix with mine in one united Stream. 


[Extunt. 


The Eid of the ſecond A C FT. 


i 
: 
i 


32 The Baitle of Aughrim : Or, 


„ I. 


SCEN E changes to the Engliſh Camp. 


Drum within beats the Engliſh Grenadiers March. | 


Enter Colonel Herbert, and Colonel Earles, with their Swords 
drawn. Colonel Earles ſings. 


i 


Let all your (prightly Trumpets ſound 
To Arms, and we will confound 


Thoſe Foes to the Revolution. 


Great Mars, the Monarch of the Field, 
In ſhining Pomp, with Sword and Shield, 
Shall lead us on, and make them yield | 
5 To th' glorious Revolution 


Our rattling Guns, like Peals of Thunder, 
Snall fill the Foe with Fear and Wonder, 
To keep the Pope and Devil under, 
And ſupport the Revolutio 


May Britain's Sons the Battle try, 
To make theſe tim'rous Bug- bears fly, 
Then let each loyal Subject cry 


MI on, brave Boys, make good your Ground, | 


Succeſs to the Revolution 


Fa. ._ ay 
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Long live great WILLIAM! may he reign 
To cutb the Pride of France and Spain, 
And with his conquering Sword maintain 
| The pompous Revolution. 


Thus far our. Arms victoriouſly proceed, | 
By. whoſe great Force our Brethren muſt be freed 
For iee, my Herbert, now the Day is come 

That Britiſb Arms ſhall triumph over Rome 

Their Prieſthood ſhall againſt the Gods exclaim, 


For in their Camp Confuſion ſeems to reign. 


Her. It does, we ſhall defeat them, and may I 
In the Defence of England's Honour die: 
Fir'd with ſuch Glory, let us meet the Toll, 
And cultivate with Blood the thirſty Soil; 
Maintain our Ground, nor give an Inch away, 
Though Death and Hell ſtood gaping in our Way. 
 [Exeunt. 


A Table and Chairs are ſet, Fluriſb of Trumpets within. | 


Enter, at ſeveral Deors, General Gincle, Ruvigny, Tak 
maſh, Mackay, and Colonel Herbert. 


Her. Defend great Gincle, oh ye Gods! and may 
His mighty Sword redeem our Laws To-day. 
Gin. Hail, mighty Bricons ! we appeal to you, 
Whether or no we muſt the Fight purſue ; 
J hold it beſt for to encamp To-night, 
And ſo fall on them by the Morning Light: 
But let us fit down here, and firſt debate 
Of proper Means to poiſe the Scale of Fate. 
| (They all fit down, 
Now I preſent, great Heroes, to your View 
The Flan of Aughrim, which my Gunner drew, 
| | [Shews a Map. 
That to a Hair their Poſture does deſcribe, 
And ſhews their Camp as it is fortity'd ; 
| | = Here, 
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Here, my brave Soldiers, you may plainly ſee 


| [Pointing to the Map. 

Their Right extended all to Urarcbree, 

Their Left and Centre do two Miles contain, 

Extending o'er the well ſurrounded Plain. 

Europe can't ſhew a Spot thus fortify'd 

With Rivers, Hills, and Bogs on every Side: 

Then ſpeak, my Lords, pronounce your Thoughts on 
Sight, | 5 


Shall we decline it, or renew the Fight? 


Her, My Lords, my Voice was ever to purſue, 


And with our utmoſt Force the Fight renew : 
Hazard was till the m_ of the Great 
| 


Then let us fight, ſo ſhall we extirpate | 

Thoſe purple Slaves, who would our Faith devour 

With bloody Zeal, and cruel prieſtly Power, 

Subvert our Laws, and make a Nation bleed, 

Then think they merit Heaven for the Deed; 

Let Thoughts like theſe your noble Minds enflame, 

To add freſh Lawrels to great WiLL1an's Name 

Relieve your Brethren, and with Fame ſubdue 

Rome's wooden Idols, and their monkiſh Crew, 

Thoſe vile Oppreſſors of our ſacred Laws 

Then fide with me, and Heaven will join our Cauſe. | 
Ruv. There now, brave Herbert, you have touch'd it 

right ; | 

But yet confides the Powers we have to fight; 

For, by the Accounts which we have lately ſeen, 

They're five and twenty Thouſand, we Eighteen 5 

A deſperate Odds, my Friends, beſide the Ground 

With Forts and Breaſtworks is beleaguer'd round, 

A Bog ſecures their Van, a Rivulet behind, 

Beſide the Advantage of the Sun and Wind. 

Weigh all this well, then will you ſurely ſee, 

If we engage, we fight em One to Three. | 
Gin. Send for our Tents, then will we lie all Night- 

Encamp'd along the Valley in their Sight, 

That when the ſable Night ſhall paſs away, 

And Sol 's fair Chariot, uſher on the Day, 


When 
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When the faint waning Moon ſhall be o'er-run, 
Then we'll attack them by the Morning Sun, 

So Heaven, great Heaven, ſhall be divinely kind, 

To drive our Foes like Chaff before the Wind. 


Enter Colonel Earles. 


Earles. My Lords, this Moment, as I firmly ſtood 
I Lodg'd on my Poſt near the adjoining Wood, 
; A Herald from the iſh Camp is come 

With ſame Demands, his Name is Dorrington. 

| | | [Exit Earles. 
Ein. Conduct him here——what can his Meſſage be? 

Will they draw off, and leave the Country free? 

It may be ſo but ſee the Embaſſage comes — 


Re. enter Colonel Earles with Dorrington. 


Dor. St. Ruth, whoſe Days be many, greeting ſends I 
To General Gincle, and his potent Friends, | , 
Ginc. His Name we honour, but your Meſſage ſpeak. . # NB 
Dor. St. Ruth, by me, theſe juſt Demands do make; ' 
That firſt you would your Hereſies forſake, | | 
The Prince of Orange, and his Claim diſown, | 
And fix your lawful Monarch on his Throne: 
Difband your Legions, and with Speed become 
t Submiſſive Liege- men to the See of Rome. 
My Lord, when this is done the Slaughter ends, 
Then ſhall brave Giucle and Sz, Ruth be Friends; i 
Which if you do, my Lord, you will do well. | 1 
Gin. I ſcorn his Friendſhip, as the Flames of Hell, 1 
Tell him from me his Friendſhip I defy, 1 
My Troops are brave, and on them 1 rely: | "3 
Nor Spartan Cleomenes could do more, 8. 
Nor Macedonians in the Days of yore. '? 
My Britiſh Soldiers, led by brave Commanders, 
In Glory ſhall eclipſe your Alexanders. 
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Then haſte, and let your haughty Monſieur know, 
By me he meets a total Overthrow. | 
This Day Hibernia's Fortune ſhall be try'd, 

Whilſt War and Bloodſhed ſhail the Cauſe decide, 
Then ſhall my Engliſh Handful ſurely free 

This famous Iſle from Romijh Tyranny. 

Dor. My Lord, conſider—and be ſincerely wiſe, 
My Maſter's proffer'd Friendſhip don't deſpiſe, 
Leſt you be forc'd too ſoon to bend to Fate, 

And curſe your Raſhneſs when it is too late. 

Gincle. Leave that, thou proud Hibernian, if you dare, 
To the Deciſion of a deſperate War: | 
Tell him from me once more—that, on the Plain, 

Nass Au's undoubted Right we will maintain: 
To-day great WILL IA Hi's Arms ſhall meet Renown, 
Whilſt circling Laurels ſhall adorn his Crown. . 

Dor. My Lord, I take my leave, but yet e' er Night 
You'll curſe your Raſhneſs, and decline the Fight. 

27 af Exit Dor rington. 

Herb. There ſpoke a Tamerlane but rife, my Lords, 
Renew the Fight, and, with your well-try'd Swords, 
Attack the Foe, and don't defer the Fight, 

Leſt they march off unpuniſh'd in the Night. a 
Gods! — hall true Britons tamely hold their Hands, 

To fit like Slaves, and hear ſuch bold Demands ? 

It cannot be—difſpel the cauſeleſs Fears, 

Strive to retrieve the Fame of former Years ; 

Think how our Henry taught proud France to yield 

At Agincourt, and bravely won the Field ; ; 
Then ſhall not we his glorious Deeds purſue, 

And, Sword in Hand, th' inſulting Foe ſubdue ? 

Mackay. As Herbert ſays, — ſo let us ſtraight proceed, 
By Force of War to make whole thouſands bleed. 
| Loiter no longer, but on Sr. Rurh's Rig, 

Let our brave Soldiers, with a dreadful Flight 
Of leaden Balls, begin the mortal Fight. 
Which if they do, my Lords, the Iriſh then, 
From Aughrim Caſtle, will detach their Men. 
So when that Way ſhall be of Guards bereft, 
Our Right may pals, and ſo attack their Left. 


Gincle. 


— 
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Ginele. Agreed, brave Engliſh, let our Cannons play, 
Whoſe aſpiring Smoke ſhall overcaſt the Day 
There let our uſeleſs Staffs of Honour lie, 
'T They throw down their Trunc heons. 
For on our Swords the Battle does rely. [They all draw. 
Each to his Poſt, and fee that it be fought po 
With matchleſs Courage, as by Britons ought, 
On every Side our George's Croſs diſplay, 
And die each Man, or elſe redeem the Day. 
Protect us Heaven, in thee alone we truſt, 
Proſper our Arms, as this our Cauſe is juſt, 
Plant thy true Word once more in this poor Iſle, 
Shield it from them who would thy Faith defile. 
Now, my brave Friends, let us the Combat try, 
No Taſk is left us now, but how to die. 
Then let us fall with Glory e'er we yield, 
Or with a Sea of Blood, deluge the Field. - 


[ Exeunt ſeverally; 


Trumpets ſound a Charge within. Enter Lucinda. 
Lucinda. O ſtay, my Herbert, I conjure you ſtay. 
Re-enter Herbert. 


Herb, What wou'd my ever fair Lucinda ſay ? 
Lucinda. Oh, don't engage to-day, I thee deſire, 
Laſt night methought I ſaw you wrap'd in Fire, 
All clad in Flames, whilſt Angels did ſurround 
Your lovely Form, and bore thee off the Ground: 
Then I beheld thee as a Cherub riſe, 
And ſoar aloft to the celeſtial Skies. 
Herb. What means my Soul — what ſignifies thy Dream, 
It but portends I ſhall be crown'd with Fame. 


Hark now the glorious Battle is begun, 


And thund'ring Cannon do eclipſe the Sun, 

The Trumpet's Blaſt commands me to the Fight, 
Adieu, my faireſt Orb, my Soul's Delight. 

I muſt not be by Woman's Counſel ſtay d, 

For Love and Honour both —_ be obey d. 


Lucinda, 


38 The Battle of Avghrim : Or, 


Lucinda, Be not too raſh, my Herbert, but allay 
My growing Fears, and do not fight To-day : 
Had Ceſar liſten'd to Calphurnia's Dream, 
At Pompey's Statue he had ne'er been ſlain. 
The Mariner he ploughs the foaming Seas, 
And from his Barque the pleaſant Land ſurveys : 
He leaps with Joy, and to his Comfort ſees 
The pregnant Banks all overſpread with Trees; 
Then as he ſtrives to enter with the Tide, 
A Rock, unſeen, his Veſſel does divide : 
So e'er he can the happy Port attain, 
He's ſwallow'd with his Cargo in the Main. | 
Herb. Chear vp, my Soul, no Danger can I fear, 
Our Pilot from the Rocks will keep us clear. 
You ſee the Flowers, like to Babes juſt born, 
Dart forth their Bloſſoms in the welcome Morn 
But when the joyful Day is ſpent and done, 
They cloſe their Pride, and mourn the abſent Sun, 
Then ceaſe your Fears, no longer can I ſtay, | 
My Country calls, and Honour muſt obey. 


Lucin, Then will you go, my deareſt Soul—Oh, how 


Are thoſe Joys fled, that flatter d me but now; 

Where are the pleaſant Joys, and fond Delight, 

That with ſweet Raptures crown'd my bridal Night? 

Where are thoſe Extaſies of Love and Charms, 

When Heaven itſelf I thought was in your Arms ? 

Oh, are they 8 now, and will you fly 

To meet your Fate, and without Pity dye? 

Which if you do, this true Amazon's Hand 

Shall pierce my Heart, and all my Woes disband. | 
Herb. Speak not of Death, but rather view-yon Hill, 

From whole al Side, ſweet Waters do diſtil, | 

Its pleaſant verdant Brow doth ſo invite, | | 

That you would fit down there, and view the Fights 

Baniſh your Fears, my Love, and come away, 

And from that Graſs you may with Eaſe ſurvey, 

How Britain's Genius ſhall with Glory riſe, 

To reach with joyful Pomp th' applauding Skies. 

| | [ Exeunt. 
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Drums within. Enter the Generals Ginele, Mackay, and 


Col. Herbert, their Swords drawn. 


Cincle. 'Tis now paſt five, and we have juſt begun 


To join the Battle by a Signal Gun 

No Slackneſs can be found on either Side, 

For through the Air Death does in Triumph ride: 
Oar Men with Intrepidity advance, | 


Midſt Showers of Balls contemn the Rage of France, 


Our Left have paſs'd the Bog, and now aſpire 
To gain more Ground, in ſpight of all their Fire, 
Mackay. But here, my Lord, I have obſerv'd, in ſpight 


Ok all their Force, our Left ſubdues their Right, 


For I ſurvey how they their Loſs ſupply, 

And fill the Ground where ſeveral hundreds lye, 

With undaunted Bravery the Charge they ſtand, 

And from their Right both Horſe and Foot command. 
Now ſhould we hold on this Advantage lay, 

And march our Foot a-croſs the narrow Way, 

There poſt themſelves, in order to oppoſe 


The main Battalia of the ſinking Foes. 


 Gingle. Be that committed to brave Herbert's Care, 
The martial Orb of Britain's Hemiſphere, - | 
With theſe Battallions let your Fame be ſhown, 
With Creighton's, Earles, Brewer's, and your own, 
Attempt the Bog, and ſee your Ground maintain'd, 
Till with freſh Forces you thall be ſuftain'd. 

Herbert. My Lord, no further Glory do I aſk, 
But meet with Pleaſure ſo renown'd a Taſk, 
The great Command with Extafie embrace, 
Though Death and Ruin ſtare me in the Face. 


* f [Exit (8 
Gincle. Here we embrace, my Friend, as heretofore, 
[ Embracing, 


Brethren have parted, never to meet more; 
Or as two Friends, who with Remorſe ſurvey 
Their Veſſels ſever'd on the raging Sea, 

Each gets a Plank, and his Companion leaves. 
To the wild Mercy of the raging Waves; 
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As long as poſſible his Friend he views, | 

Each forc'd, at laſt, a different Fate purſues ; 

Oae ſinks, while t'other gains the Shore at laſt, 

There mourns his Fellow's Loſs, and grieves for what is 


paſt. 


| Exennt, 


Trumpets within, 


- 


| * 
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The End of the Third A C T. 
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Ac A oa {ey @ 14 


SCENE, The Plain of Aughrim between 
both Armies at Six in the Evening. 


Trumpets within. 
Enter St. Ruth, and Sarsfield, their Swords drawn. 
194.247 81 10h Ge e 


ru ſeems doubtful yet, nor won't decide 
I Tybe Victory, but favours either Side: 
Strict to the Charge our Soldiers ſtand their Ground, 


| Whilſt Mars, in Pomp, ſurveys the Battle round, 


Rules all the Field like an impartial Gd, 
To ſcourge thoſe Britons with his martial Rod. 

Sars. View how the Foe, like an impetuous Flood, 
Breaks through the Smoke, the Water, and the Mud 
They'll ſurely paſs the Bog, and then contemn 
The puiſſant Power of you, and all our Men; 

Nor ail the great Habiliments of War, 
Nor Walls of Braſs, their Paſſage can debar : 
Or ſhould you Legions of their Numbers kill, 
Leave but a few alive, they'd rally tilt, 
St. Ruth. By Heav'ns ! they're brave; tis pity they 
ſhou'd be | 
Expos'd to Hazard, Death, and Maſſacree; | 
Heroes they are, my Lord; and as I live, 
Were they not Hereticks, I wou'd forgive. 
But yet our holy Church doth ſo command, 
That we muſt root ſach Miſcreants off the Land. 
Oh, let us then our Soldiers animate 


Jo be courageous, and their Foes defeat. 
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Enter Genre Dorrington with his Sword drawn. 
"Day. Aughrins i is ours, brave Gen'ral Hafi s dead, 


Who even now Lord Portland's Horſe did head, 


He that ere now triumphant rul'd the Plain 
On a proud Steed, that did the Bit diſdain, 
Drove all before bim, till a lucky Ball, 
Shot with good Aim from off the Caſtle Wall, 
Clove ope his Scull, and with the mortal Wound, 
I ſeen him fall all bloody to the Ground, 

St. Ruth. Thanks to the Gods 

Powers, 

Heaven now is juſt — and Aughrim ſhall be ours 5 
Now Conqueſt chirups in the liquid Air, e e 
_ 151 TINT and e them in the Rear. 
Ewa. 


- and all the ſacred 


The 6 2 E N E opens, a6 ſeveral Soldiers enter as rut 
5 away, with them Col. Caries. - F 2.1; | 


Mc Oh 
For at the worſt, de Souls, we can but die, ; 
Then bravely ſtand y our Ground, and ſcorn to flinch 28 


ſtand, and dravely perillieve you fly, 


But if they comguer) "fl them _—_y Inch. 


Enter Geert Talmaſh, his Sword Stn 


Tal. Stand, \Cowards, ſtand — and yet redeem the Day ; 
No Hopes are left you, if you run awayz 
Oh — ſtand your Ground — for ſhame maintain the Field, 
Muſt Britain's glorious Sons — a Conqueſt yield: 
If fo, alone — I will the Battle try, 
And in defence of England's honour die. | 

. Earles. Bravely reliev'd, and ſuccour'd juſt in time, 
When Britain's Cauſe was ready to decline; 
Herbert is taken Pris'ner and convey'd 
Back by the Foe — in ſpight of all our Aid: 
Twice we retook the Heroe, but, at length, | 
They bore him from us with their utmoſt Strength; 


cred 
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We being ſever'd, Herbert, in the Throng, 

Wav'd his great Arm as he ſhot along; 

And oh, he ſaid, brave Friend, be noble ſtill, 

And in ſo juſt a Cauſe whole Legions kill. 

Tal. Is he then loſt ? Oh, my renowned Friends, 

Rally again, and here their Conqueſt ends; 

Renew the Charge, then will you ſurely ſee, 

We'll gain the Glory if you follow me; 

J'll lead you on, and yet redeem the Day, 

Though Squadrons of Devils ſtood to thwart my Way. 

5 [ Exeunt, 


Soldiers ſhouting. Enter Gincle, Mackay, and Ruvigny. 


Gincle. Routed ! — Confuſion ! — See our Centre runs, 
Driv'n by the Foe juſt even with our Guns, | 
Which render'd uſeleſs at the worſt of Times, 

I fear the Battle with the Day declines. 
Never till now, could Iriſbmen maintain 


A Fight ſo bloody —on a well fought Plain; 


But let us yet advance, then will you find, 

They'll fly like Atoms ſever'd with the Wind: 
So in the Eaſt, at the Approach of Day, 
The Sun diſpels the! ſable Clouds away. i: 


Mackay. Yonder, my Lord, amidſt the Throng, appears 


A gallant Youth, but tender yet in Years, 

His heroick Actions ſhine amidſt the Fight, 

For in their Hoſt no Heroe ſeems ſo bright, 

I mark'd him well, in all his martial Pride, | 
Whilſt by his Sword, ſeveral of our Soldiers dy'd. 
Curſe on the Stripling — may I never fall, 

Till with this Sword I make him pay for all. 
 Ruvigny, My Lord, I hold it beſt that now on Sight, 
You detach brave Sir John Lanier from the Right, 
And with Precipitation in the Left, 

Aſſiſt our Foot, of Succour now bereft , 

Shall we retreat, and with Confuſion run 

From all the mighty Conqueſts we have won? 

Avert the 9 and let it ne'er be ſaid, 
That from ſo great an Enter prize we fled; | 


Ts 
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To ſell our holy Faith, and this poor Ile, ; 
To thoſe vile Slaves, who wou'd the Land defile. 
Forbid it Heav'n ! —— Shall Britons tamely yield 
Their Necks to Bondage — and deſert the Field? 
No — Rather firſt let us ſtudy to be brave, 
And fall with Honour, ſince we cannot fave. - 


Enter Colonel Earles, 
8 x 2 6. Nr T's 


Earles. For ever hail to the auſpicious Day, 
Now Fate is kind, the haughty Foe gives way 
Our Foot has rally'd, and the Shock maintain'd, 
And bravely has their former Ground regain'd ; 
Fire anſwers Fire, and Jupiter may now 
Decline his Thunder, and this once allow, 
In vain his Light'ning iſſues from the Sky; (7-073 
For Death more ſute from Britiſh Enſigns fly. 
Their Meſſages of Death much Blood have ſpill'd, 
And full three hundred of the Iiſb k ilbd. » 
Gincle. Then 1 not, my Lords, but at the He 
Of our now ſcatter'd Troops, who lately fled, | 
Renew the Charge, and range the Battle round, 
Attack them cloſe ; and ſince they onee give Ground, 
We'll ply them home — nor give an Inch away, 
Then ſhall we gain the Conqueſt of the Day. 
. 6 J | [ Exennt. 
Kettle-Drums and Trumpets. Enter Dorrington, O' Neal, 
and ſeveral Soldiers hauling in Col. Herbert as 4 Prifoner, 
who ſeems to make Reſiſtance. FI 


Dorring. Yield, Colonel, yield, nor from our Friendſhip- 


| y 1 
Since now no Hopes of Succour can be nigh, 
Submit yourſelf, for Shame — nor thus upbraid, 
You are my =] fince a Pris*ner made. 


Herb. Forbear t infult, thou proud Hibernian Waſp, 


I thought to've met you with a warmer Graſp, 

When all the War rank'd in its dread Array, 

Stood the blind FRY of this doubtful Day, 
7 N When 
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When bloody Colours waver'd in their Pride, A 
And each proud Hero did his Steed beſtride, 

When the loud Trumpets, with their ſhril} Alarms, 
Made Woods reſound, and ſummon'd all to Arms, 
When Soldiers martialld, -did the Signal wait, 

And ſtood in Order to attend their Fate, 

Twas then I mark'd that bloody Plume afar, 

Hearing before your mighty Deeds in War; 

I, for a while — your Perſon could diſcern, 

And wiſh'd to meet you ſingly, Arm to Arm: 

But now I ſee that War's uncertain Scale, 
O'erweigh'd by Force, has made your Sword prevail. 
Yet know, proud Victor, though a Captive ta'en, 

My Liberty my Brethren ſhall regain. 


Enter St. Ruth. 


St. Ruth. Fly to your Poſts, be now, or never, brave, 
Nor waſte your Glory with a captive Slave; 
Our Camp is almoſt now beleaguer'd round, 


< 


Though twice repuls'd, the haughty Foe gains Ground; 1 . 


But yet be brave, defeat them once again, 
They'll yield the Battle, and deſert the Plain. 

Herb. Tis falſe as Hell; your Efforts they'll deteſt, 
No daſtard Thought can rule a Fritiſꝶ Breaſt z 
My gallant Countrymen diſdain to fly, 
But fall with Honour firſt, and chuſe to die. 

Si. _ Bear hence that captive Scellum from my 
Lodge him ſecure, and then purſue the Fight: 
This is no Time to loſe, when, in their Pride, 
The Enemy appears on every Side. 

[Exit Dorrington, O' Neal, and Herbert. 


St. Ruth ſolus. 


St. Ruth. Boad well my Heart, this Pris'ner ſhall not live 
One Minute's Reſpite more I will not give >, 
His Friends'come on, and, at the laſt, I fear, | 
He may be reſcu'd from us, and get clear; 


Then 


22 Ä 
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"Pl hinder that, by 


The would he drown whole Squadrons in their Gore, 
And be more deſperate than he was before; | 
Heaven he ſurely dies, 


And to my Fury falls a Sacrifice. 


© The SCENE. opens, and diſcovers Col. Herbert hing bleed 


ing, he cra | forward to the Midale of the Stage. 


Herb. Wounded to Death, but yet my Heart won't break, 
Though I retain ſcarce Power enough to ſpeak ; 
My Butchers are returned to the Fight, | 
Yet had not left to kill me quite. | 
Almighty Heaven! Victorious WILL IA u bleſs, 
And ever crown his Armies with Succeſs; 
May Lawrels ever green adorn his Crown, 


And may his Arms throw Popiſp Altars down; 


Long may he reign, to ſhield this famous Land 

From Monkiſh Powers, with a righteous Hand; 

And when he dies, let glorious Denmark come, 

With his great Ann, to guard the Britiſh Throne: 

Grant this, ye Gods! and, oh ye Powers divine! 

Protect th ilogions Hanoverian Line; 

May that great Race of Heroes rule the Throne, 

Be fam'd in War, and conquer Worlds unknown: 

Hear this, O Lord of Mercy, I beſeech; 

Fain would I more — But Death juſt ſtops my Speech. 

Forgive my Murderers, as I freely do, 

Even from my Soul; ſo wretched World adieu. 3 
| [Dies. 


Enter Sir Charles Godfrey, his Sword drawn, and ſpeaking 


to ſome within. 


Sir Cha. Rally again, nor timerouſly ſtand, 
et thus through Fear, but charge them Sword in Hand, 
ollow them hriſkly through the nether Stream, 50 
There ply them cloſe, — but ha ! — What can this mean ? 
1 „ | [Sees Herbert. 
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Here's Murder ſure committed! nothing leſs, 
He ſeems a noble Briton by his Dreſs, 
A ſtately Perſon, deck'd with modeſt Air, | 
And on his Finger does a Signet bear! (Views his Ring. 
Oh Heavens! the Sight my conſcious Soul alarms, 
This Ring portrays the brave Lord Pembroke's Arms! 
This is my Brother Herbert, now I know; | 
Damnation be his Doom who gave the Blow. 
Oh my brave Herbert, there he murder'd hes, 
Grim Death and Treaſon clos'd the Hero's Eyes, 
But I'll take Vengeance for his Wrongs To-day, 
And Blood for Blood the Traitors ſhall repay. 

[As he offers to go off, he is met by a Ghoſt, who approaches 

him _ Several Times, each Time he falls back, then 

ſpeaks. | 
bal ur thou? Speak! a Fury, Devil, or Ghoſt? 
Nay, be the ſecond, and then I need you moſt. 
Or have you left a bright-celeſtial Throne 
To take juſt Vengeance — Vengeance not your own; 
Or are you from th' infernal Abyſs fled, 
To ſearch for Vengeance on a Murd'rer's Head? 
Stand not amaz' d. — See, there brave Herbert lies, 
Murder'd and ſlaughter'd — Oh! I will facrifice 
A thouſand Romiſh Souls, who, ſhock'd with Woe, 
Shall, bound in Shackles, fill the Shades below. 

Ghoft. Be not ſo raſh, wild Youth, forbear, forbear, 
You judge me wrong — for when I breath'd the Air 
Here on this Earth, I was your Father then, 

But I was butcher'd by the worſt of Men; | 

They butcher'd me, then hid me under Ground, 

And to convince your Eyes, behold this ghaſtly Wound. 
. | [Shews his Breaſt, 

Sir Cha. O Heavens! my Father! — behold thus low 
I bend my Body, and my Duty ſhew. | 

Ghoſt. Stand off, and touch me not, for fear that I 
Vaniſh away, and from your Preſence fly; 

But mark my Words, the whiſtling Winds did fing, 
How, prompt'd by Love, * fought againſt your King, 
And how you would your Country extirpate; 

I hover'd down to let you know your Fate. 


| 
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Sir Cha. Could ſuch vain trifling Thoughts as theſe 
entice 

A Ghoſt for to abandon Paradiſe. 

Anſwer me this, if it be no Offence, 

When thou'rt at Reſt, where is thy Reſidence ? 


For mortal Men on Earth are prone to ſay, | 
Were Ghoſts in Heaven, in Heaven they there would 
Or if in Hell, they could not get away. cſtay, 


Ghoſt. Where Viſions reſt, or Souls impriſon'd dwell, . 


By Heaven's Command we are forbid to tell 
But in the obſcure Grave, where Corps decay, 
Moulder in Duſt and putrify away, | 
No Reſt is there, for the immortal Soul 

Takes its full Flight, and flutters round the Pole. 
Sometimes I hover o'er the Euxine Sea, | 
From Pole to Sphere, until the Judgment-Day, 
Over the Thracian Boſphorus do I float, 

And paſs the Stygian Lake in Charon's Boat, 
O'er Yu'car's fiery Court, and ſulph'rous Cave, 
And ride, like Neptune, on a briny Wave, 

Lift to the bellowing Noiſe of Ætna's Flames, 
And court the Shades of th* Amazonian Dames, 


* 


T ben take my Flight up to the gleamy Moon; 


Thus do I wander till the Day of Doom: 
Proceed I dare not, or I would unfold | 

A horrid Tale, ſhould make your Blood run cold, 
Chill all your Nerves and Sinews in a trice, 

Like whiſp'ring Rivulets congeal'd to Ice. | 
Sir Cha. Ere you depart me, Ghoſt, I here demand 
You'd let me know your laſt divine Command. | 

Ghoſt. Then mark | 
My wand'ring Shadow, deſtitute of Breath, 
Is now compell'd to tread the orbed Earth, 
And hover down, this good Advice to bring, 
That yeu would aid your pious lawful King. 
Join not thoſe vile licentious Rebels Cauſe, 
Who ſlew thy Father in Contempt of Laws; 
But mind me well, the Gods do ſo deviſe, 


That in this Fight you fall a Sacrifice : 


Then join the Britiſ Hoſt, and ſcorn, for Shame, 


To throw fo vile an Action on your Name; Rouſe 


Sha 


Rouſe up your native Honour to your Aid, 
In WitLiam's Right employ your truſty Blade, 
Shew your Atchievements, and the Foe defy, 
Then fall with Honour, ſince you're doom'd to die; 
I' hover o'er the Fields till join'd by you, 
Till then, my Son, farewel — adieu — adieu. 
[Vanijbes. 


Si4 Charles ſolus. 


Sir Cha, Gone, and for ſook me! thus what-can I do, 


Love bids me ſtay, and Glory cries purſue 

Which muſt I follow? here I cannot ſtay, 

The facred Viſion ſaid I muſt obey | 

Its ſtrict Commands — Then, by this Briziſh Hand, 
I'll never more decline my native Land, 

But join my Countrymen, and yet proclaim 
Nassav's great Title on the crimſon Plain. 


Enter Sarsfield and Dorrington, their Swords drawn. 


Sars. Haſte, noble Knight, till we the Charge ſuſtain, 
Full fifteen Hundred of our Foot are ſlain ; 
The Britiſh Fire-balls ſome few Tents have burn'd, 
And one large Batt'ry on ourſelves is turn'd ; 
Now, gallant Youth, or never, try your Force. 


Sir Cha. By Heavens! I'll ſtir not, was it ten times 


worſe! 

Long let them proſper, nor retire from hence, 
Till you atone for murder'd Innocence. f 

Sars. As Heaven is Witneſs, or the conſcious Sun, 
I knew not of it *till the Fact was done; 
I never could with ſuch an Act comply 

As wilful Murder. 
Dor. By the Gods, nor J. 


Euter St. Ruth. 


St. Ruth. Courage, my thrice renowned Friends, for now 
Shall Lawrels bind each _— Victor's Brow ; 
* Once 
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Once more the Engliſh Infantry retreats ; | 
Purſue, we'll drive them back to Dublin Gates. 
Fall on, my Friends, a furious Havock make, 
Hew down whole Cohorts, but their Gincle take ; 
Then, as a Terror to the following Age, 
Like Bajaxct, I'll bind him in a Cage. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


[ Exeunt, 
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„ VV SOCENESTL 


SCENE, The Hill of Killcommodon. 


Enter Sarsfield and O' Neal, their Swords drawn. 


- 


SARSFIELD. 


1 is now no more, St. Ruth is dead, 8 
And all his Guards are from the Battle fled z- I 
As he rode down the Hill he met bis Fall, 
And dy'd a Victim to a Cannon Ball if 
With him our Lives and Fortunes all decay, = 
For now the unthinking Cowards fall away. | it 
O' Neal. Hope now is vain, no Syuccour can be ſound, .. 
And Death diſplays bis ſable Flag around; „ 
But yet forbear too ſoon to yield to Fate, 
Nor ſell our Lives at an ignoble Rate; 
Here let us ſtand, and here attend our Falls, 
As once Rome's Senate waited for the Gauls. 1 
Sars. O, my O' Neal, thou Partner of my Breaſt, F 
Thus ſhare my Love, [Embraces ] for now my Heart's at 
Reſt ; 
Death now is welcome, fince I have a Friend, 1 
And one like you, on whom I may depend: 1 
| The cheariul Pelicans with Vigour ſtood 
To pierce their Breaſts, and feed their Young with Blood; 
50 ſhall this Sword unſluice each azure Vein, 


To let forth Blood to feed the tragick Plain, . 
E 4 | O' Neal. 
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O' Neal. Oh, name not that, my Lord, withſtand their 
Pow'rs, 5 
To ell this Spot, which only now is ours; 
Who falls with Glory, Annals do allow, 
Snares equal Lawrels with the Victor's Brow, 


Enter Dorrington, his Sword draw, 


Dor. Haſte, noble Friends, and fave your Lives by Flight, 

For it's but Madneſs if you ſtand the Fight; 
Our Cavalry the Pattie have for ſook, 
And Death appears in each dejected Look, 

Nothing but ead Confuſion can be ſeen, 
For ſever'd IIrads and Trunks o'erſpread the Green, 

The Fields, the Vales, the Hills, and varquih'd Plain, 
For five Miles round, ere cover'd with the Slein; 
Death in each Quarter does the Eye alarm, 

Here lies a Leg, and there a ſhatter'd Arm, 
There Heads appear, which, clove by mighty Bangs, 
And ſever'd quite, on either Shoulder hangs, 
This is the awful Scene, my Lords, ob, fly 
The impending Danger, for your Fate is nigh. 


Sarſ. Oh, ſpare the Tale, my Friend, nor let me hear 


A Sound ſo harſh, ill- ſounding to my Ear; 

Shall I tart back at Death, and then with Shame 

Be ever branded with a Cowerd's Name ? 

Blaft all my Corquefls through a damn'd Diſgrace, 

Nor dare to look a Soldier in the Face, 

Then beg for Charity, and ſeek Relief, 

Like Hannibal the Carthaginian Chief, 

Who when by Scipio he was overthrown, 

He fled to Africk like a Vagabond, 

Cioath'd as a Slave, dejected and obſcure, 

He wander'd all alone from Door to Door: 

Then ſhall an Iriſh Soul ſubmit, like him, 

To forfeit Honour, and renounce a King? 

No — here will I ſtand, and meriting Applauſe, 

Die all alone, if none will join my Cauſe. : 
Dor. My Lord, forbear, let not a Thought fo vain 

Within a brave Hibernian's Boſom reign, 


Your 
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Your Life will not for Liberty atone, 
Limerick and Galway are as yet our own, 
Then waſte not Time, but now to Limerick fly, 
From whole great Walls we may the Foe dety ;- 
Here Hope is loſt ; for now, upon my Truth, 
Sir Charles Godfrey, that young trait'rous Youth, 
Has taken Part with the prevailing Crew, 
And to Deſtruction does our Hoſt purſue. 
O' Neal. Curſe on his Soul! oh may I ne'er depart, 
Till with this Sword I reach the Traytor's Heart. 


Enter ſome Soldiers bearing St. Ruth bloody on their Shoul- 


ders, they lay him on the Stage, and throw a Cloak over 
the Body. 8 


Sars. There let him lie, like Pompey, in his Gore, 
Whoſe Hero's Blood enrich'd th” Egyptian Shore; 

There lies the Man, whoſe Deeds ſhall ever ſhine 

In Flanders, France, and all along the Rhine; 

But here, through Raſhneſs, he eclips'd em all, 

And by his Folly wrought Hibernia's Fall. 

O Heav'ns! can Nature bear the ſhocking Sound 

Of Death or Slavery, on our native Ground? 

Why was I nurtur'd of a noble Race, 

And taught to ſtare Deſtruction in the Face? 

Why was I not laid out a uſeleſs Shrub, ED 

And form'd for ſome poor hungry Peaſant's Cub, 

To hedge and plow, and with unweary'd Toll, . 

To cultivate, for Grain, a fertile Soil, 5 

To watch my Flocks, and range the Paſtures through, 

With all my Locks wet with the Morning Dew, | 

Rather than being great, give up my Fame, 

And loſe the Ground I never can regain ? 

Dor. Forbear, victorious Sir, and leave the Field, 
The Farth's beſt Generals have been forc'd to yield, 
Victorious Darius was put to Flight, = 
And Paulus fell at Cannes? bloody Fight; 

Great Scipio was by Hannibal defeated, 
And Regulus from — Walls retreated, Wy 
* 3 18 & 
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The great Goliah was by a Shepherd ſlain, 

And Gallick Philip gave up Greſſy plain. 

Theſ?, mghty Sir, were Heroes in their Time, 

'T hat did in hoſtile Feats of Arms thine ; 

Ihen ceaſe, my Lord, to Limerick fly with ſpeed, 
Nor waſte a Life, of which we ſtand in need, 

But ſerve your Country yet, and, void of Fear, 
At Limerick Gates we'll ſtop their ſwift Career. 

Sars. Now ſtand, my Friends, and extirpate yourFears, 
For there the Limit of your Fate appears | 
But let me firſt view, with a wiſhful Eye, 

This once renowned Soil from which we fly : 

So Adam when he was from Eden driven, 

He yet look'd back, to view his promis'd Heaven, 
Then with a Soul all cover'd with Deſpair, 

He grudg'd that Paradiſe he could not ſhare. A 

IA flouriſh of Kettle- Drums and Trumpets within. 


Enter, with their Swords drawn, the Generals Talmaſh, 
Mackay, and Sir Charles Godfrey, with Soldiers. 


Tal. Take Quarters, Gentlemen, and yield on fight, 
Or otherwiſe prepare to ſtand the Fight; 
Vet pray take pity on yourſelves and yield, 
For Blood enough has ſtain'd the ſanguine Field; 
'Tis Britain's Glory, you yourlelves can tell, 
To uſe the vanquiſh'd hoſpitably well. | 
Sars. Urge not a Thought, proud Victor, if you dare, 
So far beneath the Dignity of War ; 
I am a Peer, and Sarsfeld is my Name, 
And where this Sword can reach, I dare maintain: 
Life I contemn, and Death I recommend, 5 
He breathes not vital Air, who'll make me bend 
My Neck to Bondage; then proud Fee decline, 
The length of this [Shows his Sword. ] becauſe the Spot is 
mine. 
Tal. If you are Sarsfelz, as you bravely ſhow, 
You're that brave Heroe, whom I long'd to know, 
And wiſh'd to thank you on the reeking Plain, 
For that great Feat of blowing up our Train; 
| | | Then 
Vim 


* 
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Then mark, my Lord, for what J here contend, 
'Tis Britain's holy Church, I now defend, 
Great WILLIAu's right, and Mary's Crown, theſe 
V 
Sars. Why then fall on, Lewis and James for me. 


[7e Iriſh retreat fighting, and are purjued by the Engliſh 
Party off the Stage. | 


Enter Jemina vei bd. 


Jem. Where will my Sorrows give me leave to reſt 2 
Oh happy might it be in Godfrey's Breaſt ; | 
My conſcious Soul ſhould then contemn Alarms, 

So might I die with Pleaſure in his Arms; 
Yet now to find him, whither ſhall I go? 


| Ye Gods! was ever Maid reduc'd fo low? 


The Youth who binds my Heart in Cupid's Chain, 
Has broke his Vows, or 1s in Battle ſlain. 

But, Turtle like, I'll to the Groves retreat, 

There ſearch each drooping Branch to find my Mate, 
For there, perchance, he has been forc'd to fly 


From certain Fate, and bloody Tyranny; 


But now he comes; the mortal Sight I view, - 
With ghaſtly Looks, and in a bloody Hue. 


Enter Sir Charlts leaning on his Sword, and wounded in ſe- 
veral parts of the Body. 


Oh! welcome to my Arms, my Soul's delight ! 
. | | [ Embraces, 
But, Heav'ns! my Heart bleeds inward at the 
To ſee the Youth I lov'd, thus bath'd in Gore, 
Curſe on my Stars, for Heav'n can do no more 
Sir Cha. Oh, my Femina; for thou once were ſo, 


tight, 


Oh look not on me, nor one Glance beſtow : 


For know thou fair angelick heav'nly Maid, 

I'm perjur'd, damn'd, and have my love betray'd ; 
The Scorn of Mankind let me ever be, 

Nor let bright Heav'n ſhine on a Wretch like me; 


Oh 


Fm curs'd — and mark'd by Heaven 
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Oh look not down with them refulgent Eyes 

Oa a curs'd Slave like me, who ling'ring dies, 
But rather drive me from your charming Sight, 
And blot me out from your Remembrance quite. 


Jem. Spare the {ad Tale, I cannot hear the reſt, 
You are not falſe, for I ſuppoſe the beſt. 


Sir Cha. As Heaven is witneſs, fince the Truth! muſt,. | 


No Crocodile was ever more unjult. | 
] have betray'd thee, oh! thou killing Fair! 
Why does the Earth fo vile a Monſter bear? 
Earth yawn aſunder, leave the Centre fair, 
And ſwallow me alive in damn'd Deſpair 
There, bury'd in oblivion, lye and rot, 
Diſdain'd by Heaven, and by Men 1 


cence, 
And Hell itſef muſt puniſh the Offence ; 

For bound in Shackles am I doom'd to go 

To the dark Abyſs of the Shades below ; 

Amidſt the Fight I did your Cauſe deſert, 

With Britain's conqu'ring Sons to take a Part, 

When Heaven, who ever does the Fair defend, 

In Juſtice overtook me in the End ; 

For as the Britons did the Chace purſue 

Ja the Purſuit, with this, much Blood I drew, 

Which being view'd by an Hibernian Lord, 

He rally'd back, and, with a brandiſh'd Sword, 

With furious Force my Perſon he aſſail'd, 

And his ſtrong Genius o'er my Sword prevail'd; 

Fhen, heavenly Fair, your Aid I here implore, 

To lay me down, and then I'll afk no more. 


[ He lets fall his Sword, aud lies down on the Stage. 


My optick Nerves grow dim and loſe their ſight, 

And all my Veins are now exhaufted quite, 

Cold Sweats bedew my ghaſtly looking Face, 

My Life ebbs forth, and Death comes on apace, 

J fain-would live to make amends for all, | 

But cannot, — adieu my Soul — you ſee your Goafrey 
fall. . 


Jem. 


or wronging Inno 
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Jem. There fell as brave a Youth with Fame inſpir'd, 
As ever yet a Virgin's Boſom fir'd, | 
But. ſure his Ghoſt will not be ſo unkind, 
To ſoar to Heaven, and leave me here behind. 
No, it is juſt; ye Gods, it cannot be, | 
He hovers on the Wing—and waits for me, 
But ſhall not long—this ends the mortal Strife | 
| | [Takes up his Sword. 
This puts a Period to my wortbleſs Life; 
Then after all my Anguiſh, Grief and Pain, 
In Heaven, my Love, we'll ſurely meet again. 
Wuneſls, ye Gods! Jemina ſtill was true, 
And ſee what Love can make a Virgin do, 
Let fair H.bernia's lateſt Annals tell, 
That by the Force of Love Jemina fell; | 
This to my Heart, — fo wretched World farewel. 
[ Stabs herſelf and ales. 
Enter General Gincle, Marquis Ruvigny, with Solaiers 
and an Officer with Colours, Drums beating. 


Cincle. May all the Gods the auſpicious Evening bleſs, 
That crowns Great Britair's Arms with Succeſs, 
There let our Colours rule the vanquiih'd Plain, 
As mighty Emblems of Britannia's Fame. 
How came this Lady here amongſt the Dead ? 
Some virtuous Maid, who for her Lover bled. 
Soldiers bear hence theſe Bodies from this place, 
[They bear off the Bodies. 
And Officer haſte to bid the Slaughter ceaſe. 
TOO [Exit Officer. 
brave Ruwigry, to you I muſt aſcribe 
This gloricus Conqueſt ; tor, on every Side, 
Thy noble Preſence was to animate, 
And bravely poize the Scale of Britain's Fate. 
Ru vig. = ſpare the Speech, my Lord, and do not 
raile | 
Your Tongue, too laviſh in your Servant's praiſe, 
For when our Hoſt ſeem'd ready to deſpair, 
Some Euiſtilien Forces joyn'd our Rear, = 
: 0 
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Who as brave Souls the mighty Shock ſuſtain'd, 
And vig'rouſly our former Poſts regain e. 


Enter Talmaſh and Mackay, with Soldiers leading in 
| Dorrington and O'Neal, as Priſoners. 


Ginc. Speak, gallant Soldiers, is the Country clear, 
Have we no Foes, nor Ambuſcades to fear ? 
Tal. Not one, my Lord, fave what are Priſoners ta'en, 
No Iriſhman does near our Camp remain, 
To a large Bog their Foot have took their Way, 
And all their Horſe are fled towards Loughres : 
Theſe Men, my Lord, as from the Chace we came, 
We found them lying weltring with the Slain. | 
Ginc. Hail mighty Dorrington, thus low we bow, 
| | ( [ Bowing. + 
Shall we diſown the Prince of ORaNncz no W? 
Muſt we diſband our Legions, and reſtore 
Your abdicated King to rule once more ? 
It could not be. I did the Act diſown, 
For mighty WII LIAN yet enjoys the Throne. 
Der. Forbear, my Lord, nor thus inſalt me ſo, 
Ts this right Uſage for a Captive Foo? 
Had bat Se. Rath ſurviv'd the tragic Fight, 
To Dublin Gates you would have taken flight, 
For know, proud — — by your Lordlhip's leave, 
Our Soldiers were ſuperior, and as brave. 
Einc. Reply no more, here ſee theſe Priſoners ſent, 
With a ſtrong Guard of Soldiers to my Tent, 
Let them be kept aſunder, till we learn 
How we their marſhall'd Troops may yet diſarm, | 
[Exit Soldiers, with Dorrington and O'Neal. 
For by examining it may be found _ 
How in the Morn we may the Bog ſurround: 
Tal. There's none remains entire, for the Ni 
Debarr'd each Soldier from his Fellow's Sight, 
And that they might be light to run more faſt, 
Their Belts and Arms, and all away they caſt : 
Four hundred Soldiers we have Priſoners got, 
And ſeven thouſand lyeth on the Spot. 


geht 


Their 
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Their Tents and Baggage, as our Soldiers Spoil, 
Shall be free Plunder to reward their Toll ; 
This have we gain'd, by Heav'ns *tis really true, 
With all their Cannon, Arms and Colours too. 

Mack, To let this Vict'ry be more ſignal ſeen, 
Send all their Colours to the Briziſh Queen, 
As laſting Emblems of their total Fall, 
To grace in mighty Pomp MWeſtminſter- Hall. 

Einc. It ſhall be done, but till the Morning Light 
Let our fierce Soldiers guard the Field all Night; 


Let our ſmall Arms, and our thundering Cannon, 


Proclaim our Conqueſt to the vanquiſh'd Shannon; 
Let Rome in Silence and Affliction weep 
And let our Shouts proclaim it to the Deep. 
Tal. My Lord, the Muſter-maſter's Liſt does tell 
How many Engliſh in this Battle fell, | 
A ſmall Account confidering what we gain, 
Seven hundred wounded, and as many ſlain. 8 
Einc. O wond'rons God! who can the Battle guide, 
And give a Conqueſt to the weaker Side, = 
Sure thy tremendous Hand the Battle fought, 
When England”s daring Foes were brought to nought. 
Now, my brave Friends, here to refreſh-we'll ſtay, 
Then next to Galway bravely poſt our Way, 
There on its Walls our Britiſh Flag diſplay ; ; 
From thence to Limerick with our Forces haſte, 
And in our March lay Forts and Caſtles waſte, 
With Fury make the Gates of Limerick quake, 
With our dread Cannon make its Baſis ſhake, 
Convert the Garriſons to England's Uſe, 
And by one mighty Storm the Land reduce. 
Now ſpeed-ye Cherubs throngh the liquid Air, 
To 1 * WILLIAM's Court the Tidings bear: 
Great Heaven -once more our conquering Army bleſs, 
Let Britain's Arms ever meet Succeſs, 
O'er thy poor Land thy laſting Truth convey, 
And guard this Iſle we have redeem'd To-day. 
[Exeunt with Drums beating and Colours flying. - 
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HEN Shakeſpear gourilrd, in the Bloom of Wit, 
Tho' crown'd with Bays, no Epilogues he writ: 


| "The Age was modeſt , then no Fop appear'd _ 
= To damn his Plays, becauſe his Laſh they fear; d. 
5 But now our Criticks are ſo numerous grown, 
They infect the Pit, and overſwarm the Town. 
. T he Author, therefore, beg'd I would ſtep 1 in, 
| To preſs on Board all thoſe who make a Din. 
| The Town can ſpare em: Then, by Jove, I ſay, 
III preſs you all that dares to damn this Play: 
With Piſtol cock'd, and Cutlaſs by wy Side, e 
II ſpare no Fop, ſet forth in Peacock's Pride, 
Tho lac'd. and powder d, and perfum'd moſt ſweet; 
That dares not man the Ladies, or the Fleet; 
Away on Board the Fleet I'll take them all, 
The Spaniards face, and give em tother Fall 3 
Deſtroy their Navy, if they dare us meet, 
And ſcow'r their Coaſt, to take their Silver Fleet. XN 8 
When Great Auguſtus bids, we'll homeward deer, 5 
Then court the Ladies, when we all come here. | 
Mean while we'll cry, as we ride o'er the Main, | 2 


May George and Caroline for ever reign, - 
To rule Great- ritain, and its Laws maintain, 
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